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try and palms; Swinburne and Bosaetti were the English poets I read there; and in a golden bondage, I, a unit in the generation they have enslaved, clunked my fetters and trailed my golden ehain. I had begun a set of Ktoriea in many various metres, to he* culled "Itoses of Midnight/' One of the eharaeteristioH of the volume was that daylight was banished from its pages. In the sensual lamplight of yellow boudoirs,                                I
or the wild moonlight of eentenarian forests, my fantastic loves lived out their lives* died with the dawn which wan supposed to Im azx awakening to ness of reality. 'aimer des seins lagers et ce gentil babil.
